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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 
BLACK LONDON 



Dust of the noon-day world 
Scattering over the land — 
Dust from the rags of the world 
Falls on the dusk of my hand; 

Out of the east and west, 
Out of the north and south, 
Over my brow and eyes, 
Over my hands and mouth. 

ii 

What will you have from me 
You have not taken yet? 
Take — or it may be late; 
Take — or I may forget. 

This is the time of times, 
Dear, for your gathering. 
Quick! for the cross-eyed crow 
Flaps with her fatal wing. 

in 

Where Westminster Abbey shades 
Lean on narrow green-leaf glades, 
I, a brother to the grass, 
Stand and watch the sunlight pass. 
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Samuel Roth 

One and one more century 
Here passed by so quietly. 
One more, two more centuries, 
Come— for all the use there is. 

Samuel Roth 

NORTH OHIO VILLAGE 

Quietness over my spirit, like 

The shadows of an old dead town: 

Grass between the flagstone-walks, 

Yellow houses fading to brown, 

Lawns and streets growing to weeds and dust, 

And the intolerable rust 

Of barren souls. 

Beyond the reach of time, 

Last year's leaves have covered all the lawns. 

The piercing beauty of many dawns 

Strikes at the day; 

Yet old stone walls and empty garden-pools 

Have a stale odor of gradual decay. 

This is the quietness of an old dog's nose — 

Not too much heat, 

Sometimes a chill that through the garden goes: 

Eternal beauty fading in 

An agony of uncommitted sin. 

Frederick Shea Jesson 
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